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​Dedication

ARPITA

for your interest in mythology and your never ending questions

Hope you keep your infectious enthusiasm alive even if it irritates us sometime








A serious problem with reactive language is that it becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy. People become reinforced in the paradigm that they are determined, and they produce evidence to support the belief.  They feel increasingly victimized and out of control, not in charge of their life or their destiny. They blame outside forces- other people, circumstances, even the stars- for their own situation. 





Stephen R. Covey

The 7 Habits of Highly Effective People
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

Is childhood  dangerous?

Often in India (particularly in North India), the parents would lovingly name or nickname their kid, Krishna or different names of Krishna and compare their mistakes with the mistakes committed the dark god, however fair skinned their kids are (This is one place where calling a fair child a dark colored kid is normal). Sometimes, they fall into trap of evil beings, who turns them into monsters, maims them, or worse kill them. You don't realize such things until you make your way into adulthood. Not everyone is brave or resourceful like Krishna. 

This collection started out as a sort of enquiry as my niece Arpita pestered me about Krishna's childhood tales. She would me what she had read, heard or watched on TV about Krishna and she remained, to this day, interested in listening to any number of Krishna's tales. Sometime, she would have her own interpretations of Krishna's childhood myths and sometime she had questions like how Krishna had killed so many of rakshasas? Moments later, she would answer herself: he was a god that's why. Two things hit me during that conversation. One, how easily and almost naively she had used the word 'killing' as if this was as normal as 'eating.' She would say if someone attacks me, I will kill him like Krishna. Try listening the word 'killing' from an eight year old and you will know what I'm talking about. Second, if Krishna wasn't a god would he have survived the onslaught of rakshasas? What if those weren't rakshasas but mutants generated by some evil mind? 

So, while writing these tales, I scrapped Krishna from his godhood and told the tales: how could a naive albeit a brave child survive the onslaught of mutants? What did their parents feel when their kid was constantly attacked? And let's bring the tales to present world: what would a kid do if he or she faces such inner or outer demons? Can he or she be afford to brave like Krishna? Or what if all these tales are nothing but cautionary tales on surviving the childhood?

During the writing I felt, Krishna was so close to death as he was close to life. 

Childhood isn't supposed to this dangerous.

INFLUENCES

Harivamsa by Vyasa; translated by Bibek Debroy, 

The Island of Doctor Moreau by H.G. Wells, 

Never Let Me Go by Kazuo Ishiguro
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Prologue
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Mother and father, you wrote to me as a monster. 

Why did you curse me with such a life?

I accept my destiny.

How can I fail you?

I'm your son.
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Chapter I: Matchless Monster


[image: ]




It was spring. The bees and butterflies floated on the flowers. The musky scent of thegarden had titillated her, and love encapsulated the entire ambience. Pavanarekha, Ugrasena’s young wife, was pining for her husband in the royal garden. The garden was restricted only to theking and queen. On his aircraft, Dharmila, a Gandharva, an elf, looked down using his binoculars. An impatient beautiful queen came into the picture. Using the faculty to eavesdrop in other people’s thoughts, Dharmila looked into her mind. She imagined herself with her husband on their comfy bed. Dharmila transformed himself into King Ugrasena. Then, he lowered a ladder from his aircraft at the corner of the garden.

“What were you doing on an aircraft, my love?” Pavanarekha asked, as she caught the sight of Dharmila turned Ugarsena.

“Nothing. Just looking over the city. But then I looked at you from the top; you looked breathtaking.”

“O my love, I have missed you so much.”

“I know.”

Blinded by passion, Pavanarekha ran into his embrace. Dharmila didn’t waste time in taking her clothes. The lovemaking stripped off Dharmila’s disguise. Shocked to find a gandharva atop her, she threw him away and yelled at him, “You have ruined a chaste woman. That’s an unpardonable sin.”

“Love isn't a sin in my world.”  He advanced towards her again.

“I’ll curse you if you take another step toward me.”

Scared of being trapped into the mortal world of humans because of the curse, he hastened to the ladder of the aircraft. Once on the aircraft, he tried comforting her. “Don’t worry my love. You will have my child and he will be matchless. Behold, you’ll be the mother of the king of Mathura.”

The thought of the pregnancy hadn't crossed her turbulent mind. She retorted, realizing the gravity of the situation, “I curse your son to be a monster.”

“Take your curse back. Monster attacks their close ones first.”

The aircraft flew away and he disappeared before she could curse him. How can she be so impatient and careless? As a queen, she should have behaved wiser. It dawned upon her she had cursed her would-be child. Her son. A monster? To make amends to her curse and remembering gandharva’s words, she cursed her womb again: if you turn out to be a monster; you die at the hand of oppressed.

When she walked back from the royal garden, she cringed at the thought of venturing in the royal garden. The spring season, since then, became a season of guilt for her. 

True to the word of her and Dharmila, Kansa was born. He usurped his father, King Ugrasena, and threw him in the prison. Cold, ruthless, strong and tyrannical, he scared the Yadava clan to flee from Mathura. Those who stayed back in Mathura lived a nightmarish life.
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Chapter II: A Wedding Gift
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Narada, the wandering sage, visited Kansa in the middle of the night, in real or in the dream, he wasn't sure. Was his mind playing a trick on him or was too much liquor creating a reasonable scenario. He told him something very important but he just couldn't remember it. This feeling that he had let an important thought escaped his mind took over the entire morning.

Kansa loved his cousin-sister, Devaki, to death. He fulfilled every wish of her. He took her infatuation with King Vasu seriously. As a responsible elder brother, made all the arrangement for an extravagant wedding and wished them a happy and prosperous life. The multicolored lights glittered the kingdom and noise of crackers filled the ambience on the occasion of the wedding. The love songs had been playing on Mathura FM channel since morning to celebrate the special day.

Days and weeks passed. He hoped to have a conversation with the wandering sage again but he never showed up. His rumination only made it worse. Was it about his life? Nothing mattered to him apart from life. It must be about his life. He concluded. But what? His anxiety turned into fears and fears took the shape of a nightmare.

Kansa had no son. He promised Devaki that he would appoint his nephew as a king of Mathura. He loved her so much, that he donned the clothes of a common chauffeur and drove the bridal limo through the streets of Mathura.The neon sign of the liquor stores flashed to invite them, but the limo had everything a newlywed couplewould crave. Kansa left his window down and drove very slowly as if this was one of the sightseeing tours. When he found the guards in jeep following him, he instructed them to stay far behind. 

“Where are you taking us, brother?” Devaki asked.

“Sit back and enjoy. A surprise is waiting for you.” Kansa replied, with a smile.  

At the corner of the palace, amid the noise of celebratory crackers and nuptial songs, his nightmare returned.The headless voice from the nightmare shredded his happiness into pieces, as it spoke to him. 

“I have never seen a bigger fool than you, Kansa. You are driving home to your death.”

His hand tightened on the wheels. Scared and visibly shaken Kansa asked, “Who are you and what are you talking about?”

“Who am I is irrelevant? One of Devaki's son will take your life.” 

Instantly, Kansa braked the limo. Devaki and Vasu almost fell forward. The limo came to a sudden halt. He turned pale in fear. Concerned, Devaki and Vasu turned to him. 

“What happened, brother? Is everything all right? Why did you stop the limo?” Devaki asked.

Kansa turned his face upward, sighed and then turned at them. His eyes were bloody red; he had been crying. He stepped out of the limo and then dragged out Devaki from the limo. Vasu rushed out. 

Kansa grabbed his sister by theneck and said, “My nightmare tells me that your child will kill me, sister.” He sobbed and added, “And I don't want to die.”

Devaki and Vasu weren’t prepared for sudden change in Kansa’s behavior. 

His grip on her neck would have choked Devaki to death, had Vasu not intervened. Vasu fell to his feet. “What are you doing? What wrong has she done?”  The grip loosened around Devaki's neck. She breathed at last.

People gathered to see the squabble but when they realized it was their king, they dispersed away. Such was the terror Kansa had on his subjects. The Mathura police came in and created a protective corridor surrounding him. They ordered a detour up around the road. King Kansa shouldn’t be disturbed.

“My child won't kill you, brother. Trust me.” Devaki replied.

“You know nothing. It's my life at stake here.” Kansa said.

“Let's talk about it.” Scared Vasu said to Kansa. He tried to pacify the child in Kansa but Kansa kicked him away.

“Why don't you understand? If she lives, I die.” Kansa said.

Vasu wondered. Kansa was a strong king, had powerful allies and at this moment, he was in his kingdom. Kansa can get them killed at any moment. So, he asked as calmly as he could, “What's the use of killing your sister? What if your nightmare turns out to be false?”

“My nightmare is never false.” His hand reached for Devaki’s neck.

“What if, as horrible as it may sound, she can't become a mother?”

“What?” Kansa reacted to this assumption of King Vasu.

“Will you still kill your sister?”

“I will kill her now.” Kansa’s grip tightened around Devaki’s neck again.

Scared Vasu tried to come up witha way to save his wife. Any idea would do. He would think of a long-term plan later on.  He provided reasons; nothing satisfied Kansa. Devaki had been choking; she would suffocate in no time.

“We'll hand over our babies to you and ...” Vasu cut short his sentence as he couldn't complete his sentence owing to his own depravity. Maybe it was his deep-rooted anxiety about losing Devaki or lack of love for his would-be children. Whatever it was, he couldn't meet eyes with Devaki. She would have killed him for this idea had she not been suffocating. Her eyes popped out.
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